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A GOOD BEGINNING. 


“ There is one thing I can't help admiring about Poor Papa, and that is the downright sincerity with which he annually. endeavours to turn over a 
new leaf. Although his good resolutions seldom last much more than a week at the outside, it still shows that he is aware that his yeneral behaviour leaves 
much to be desired. On New Year’s Eve, Poor Papa harangued quite an important family gathering, and many parts of his eloquent address were really 
beautiful. I most earnestly hope it will have a good effect—there is a lot of room for improvement all round.”—Toorsit. 


' A SHADY BIT OF BUSINESS. ““MAKING A NIGHT OF IT.” 


Do you remember in “Sketches by Boz” how, under this 
title, Charles Dickens describes the way in which a certain 
Mr Thomas Potter and a certain Mr. Kobert Smithets, 
ck cks in the city, sallied forth to “make a night of it’? 

The description of towir drunken brawling in the “ boxes’ 
at the theatre seems to us, nowadays, almost incredible, 
and the picture by George Cruikshank the grossest caries. 
ture, but this is really wot the case. At the time the sketch 
was written, scenes which would not now be tulerated for a 
minute frequently occurred, 

You may read in “ Mornings at Bow Street.” published 
just about the same period, how Christupher Dobsou and \ 
Harding Montague were charged with creating a disturb- . 
ance and assaulting the peace-officers at Drury Lane during 
the performances there, They were brought from Cove>it 
Garden Watch-house together with a gang of young th? ++ 
and other out-scourings of society. 

Between the third and fourth acts of Wild Oats.it vs 
sinted, these two gentlemen were swaggering «it fu 
lobbies insulting everybody who came in th: iMoney 
Dobson offering to * mill” anvone in the wer! jadi 
out: “Oh! that a man_of my own pow. Hie 
athwart me,” sal ne Harding Montague ces, 07 
{ i i your sort! Go it Kitty, my covy.” 

Hooficss has absolutely no veneration whatever, When he was visiting | And when his host heart of it, and indignantly remonstrated boy him, be * Mabods Wiking the chaflooze ™Rirty, nie tnt. 4 
; \ ldbiud’s and slept in the haunted chamber, he actually tried to tap the family merely ported, ey dear senor: oso yal well cnough I'd borruw mouey overtlow of his Corinthianism,” seiz..! iis friend fl! 


D 


ghost for a fiver! acyone! particular to a shade 


x 


him against the wall of the lobby and shattered one of the lamps. 

Mr. Montague took this asa jon but Mr. Spring, the “ box-book 

keeper,” who happened to be looking on, was not so well pl 

and sent for Bond, the officer, to remove them. Bond 

upon them to be a little more quiet, but in a quarter of an hour 
he “found them in the saloon, sparring, bellowing, and 

capering like a pair of inebriated ourang-outangs to the general 

danger and the scandal even of that Temple of Depravity.” 

Bond called for the assistance of other repay oer now began 
“a prime spree,” Kit laying about him with all his might, and the 
other doing his little utinost to help him, 

The officers, however, got them out of the ho but they 
obstreperously insisted upon re-entering, and at last, aller a long 
altercation, they were conveyed to the watch house. On their way 
thither, Kit, clutching the hand of one of the constables, gave it a 
brutal wrench, and dish three of his fingers, and so injured 
the tendons of his wrist that the police-surgeon gave it as his 
opinion that he would not be able to use his hand for many weeks. 
In the conflict also an old infirm officer was kicked so savagely 
— fell senseless “ the | Sar Se pall ae all the five 
constables were more or less seriously inj 6 ime spree, 
arthece decking” fell oa - 

ese “* ing” fellows were next day called wu for an 
explanation of their conduct, and a - Me "Hardin 
Montague said nothing, but he eet itifully, and looked 
altogether so droo; ringly lackadais , that the very officers seemed 
sorry for him.” He had most likely a bad sick headache, 

la f were admitted to bail, but before they could obtain it, 
locked up all day in the cells with the vile scum there abiding, 
and afterwards had to answer five distinct charges of aesault at 
the quarter sessions, with what result we are not told, 

These blackguards pursued their amusements as a rule without 
hindrance, and when simply fined would give false names, and 
ewagzer out of court, fimaing down several shillings beyond the 
amount claimed. The Magistrates before whom they were brought 
spoke of them as “yventlemen,” and smiled blandly. Frequently 
they were lords, and the fact was well known to all in court, 


(Neat week—well, keep your eye open.) 


———— ee 


GARDNIN. 
THE lord chanseller say them scedes will av too go inter chansery 
an thares gott too bee sum think pai down. I am a watin wile 
Billium av go ome too tri and sel a ginny pigg. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Do not instees loose stamps, ¥ 


Not at all, A 81x YEARS’ READER; 'Zirould hare been a great 
mistake, Thank you, Tox, for kindly notice; Was it all for 
ALLY'S sake? mths and’ monthe ago, REGINA. No, we hare 
not, A.N.L. Very clever, LITTLE LADY, But they're dificult to 
acl. Not at resent, thank you, MiaGy, We have such a lot on 
hand, Don't, VERONA, or you're likely In an awkward hole te 
land, Sorry, PHIL, we can't advise you; Better see a man of 
law. Quite another thing that, BANTAM ; They were settled with 
the “raw.” 
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The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post Sree: 
3 Months, te. 6d.; 6 Months, 3e. 3d.; 12 Monthe, 6s. 6d. 

Jn Stan ps or P.O.0.'s payable to GALBERT DALZIEL, 
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On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
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PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuE DE La BANQUE. 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall a aa to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED @ copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Hoipay” be found upon the at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'’s HaLF-HOLIDAY” és published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


—_——_—————— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
— 
First Night. 
The Author. Well, there's one consolation, the critics can’t say 


lay’s blue. 
"YP adid Fricnd, No, indeed, old man, because it’s white—in fact, 
you might cell it a white frost. | 


Mrs. Naggerlot. Don't you think it very selfish of my husband 


not to make a will? 
Mr, Bluntly, Well, to tell ee the truth, madam, I don’t think 
he’s had one of his own since he married. 


Old Grogly. There's one thing I like very much about your 


pis. my boy. ; 

«ung Author (gratified). Yes? 

Ola Grogt . Yes, indeed ; it’s the splendid long waits between 
the acts. Gives a man time to get two or three drinks every time 


he goes out. ** 


LEAP-YEAR is coming along, little goddesses, 
Leap-year will shortly be here ! s 

Leap. little hearts, under feminine bodices ! 
Leap, little eyes, with good cheer! 


Oh, then, you may “pop "—(into manly arms leaping)— 
May “ ” to your Georges and Tommies ; 
Yet—took Before lepine, lest, wailing and weepipg, 
Ye leap into Breaches of Promise! 
ss 
2 
Wife (joyfully). Oh, Charlie, look here, dear! They've 
wie pond my ee Ri of cheques from the bank. We shan't 
want any more money while they last, shall we, dear ? 
ss 
s 
Missionary. Apart from the religious aspect of the 
pds pera unde’ her any sane man can get drunk twice, 
when he has once experienced the awful sensation the next morning 
of extreme thirst, with the ee tongue— 


Soaker (% ing). ou blooming mug, half the 
pleasure BP Spee aed 9 


h 
the gi us thirst in the morning. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 610.—The “New Year" Costume. 
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, ; Hj Ht 
C. Thekersnatch, °U and shivverin’, are yer—well, wh 
. rrscherd ngry , are yer—well, why don't yer try and 


‘eedy One, Honest, eh? Well, if it comes to that, why don’t you? 


te 


THOSE USEFUL NEW YEAR'S PRESENTS. 


“ And thank you so much for that sweet little tea-cosy. John declared it was 
@ tobacco-pouch, and wanted to keep it.” 


Excellent Misé Stichley doesn't like to explain that (t was a hood, 
f tntended for a 


“ Waiter, confound your mistake !|—I wanted claret, man, not vinegar!” 


2: ART PE FI cet mE NT aia aN lca # 
? Ass x : 


“\ 


(Saturday, January 4, 1696. 
Th Overheard at the Club, 
Te ences Leche cane ook you aie 

7: er, ree Wy 
whe ee sie Nove ie. cata you, sir, espec: 


“ AnD how did Mr. Hodger ?” asked the town ho:\-» “ 
Dand'a ‘riend’ trom the a 


thank Sr oe ean once.” he pepeeaas oe 
‘ee: on m: " me ” he res} A 
couldn't make out what made her sunile, 


s 
Kind Old Uncle. Now, Johnny, if you are very good to-da: ini 
go to bed this evening nice and early, I'll take out to-m< row 
ees ey pantomime with all the little fai and the wivked 
you know. 

o-Date Kid. it's very good of you, uncle, I’m sure; bit, 
pancualiy, I don’t care two straws about it—I'm rather too o!'! for 
such nonsense. A night at the Pav., now, or a spicy pro biew 
play about a woman with a past, that’s me a 

*.° C Onele had fair 


ComE to sweet Marie! 
Sweet come to me! 
Not because your face is fair, 
see; 
But the enle so small and neat 
On your Trilby-worthy feet 
es my happiness complete, 
Sweet ! 


se 
Browne (handing case). Here, have s cigar, old man? No, rot 
one of those, pte. Haga a etedt rghit Poy ristmas box. _ 

Smythe (after sat fod choosing another and puffing away for +s 
Sew moments). Er—I say, old man, are you sure you haven't 1. : 
‘a mistake after all? *° 


“Mucn of a Christmas?” “60-so—bailed out Boxing Day, 
and blind drunk rest of the week. | Have a good time youcself?”’ 


Young Man (with honourable intentions ). Can youcook, Tixzie! 
Lizzie. I can cook all you can afford to buy. 


Young Simple. I say, old man, what's the best cure for a icliow 


Wet mor pleigh. Te alwazs toved the Remnopaihie 
. I’ve always foun lomceo, reme.'y the 
bent-tall te love with somsecan else, : 


s 
s 
A CERTAIN very judge out West, was in the habit of 
dozing off quite See Se aoe, otien in the very middle 


of counsel’s speech. touchy upon the sulyject 
it became a recogni thing for the Court to wait unii! his 
Honour woke up again and then to resume at the interrupte:! 
point. One day the judge slept so long that his clerk and th: 
advocates engaged of cards, which hai just 


a 
point when the judge opened his again. 
“Dear, dear,” he said, sharply ; “what is this? Cards Couwt? 
Really I—— fact is, your Honour,” interrupted one | { tiv: 


Friend. But the paper here says the audience “ rose as one 11). ° 
Disqusted Lecturer, Yes, it’s quite right, it did—he was t!:: ox'y 
one present. *,° ’ 


From Newington Butts to K Park 
I walked last Saturday en 
And bicycles nine (it was long after dark) 
Flew past me with never a light ! ‘ 


Now, bicyclist, here is a kindly hint, 
Written down by a friendly quill ; 

And, if yow do not heed the suggestion that’s in't, 
Be assured the policemen will! 


Visitor (gazing into the neat door garden). So your nei)" 
keeps both fowls and I eee. 

Test. ell—er—they lodge with him certainly, but I thin}. 5 un: 
rightly say that they board with me, 


s 
Good Clergyman (horrified at frightful language smali ty *. 
using to his playmate). Don't ol Seow, iis mane it’s very -inftul 
ere 


to swear like that? did you learn such dreadful words ? 

Little Man (defiantly). They're what my papa says. 

Good Clergyman (still more horrified). Your papal —ifev 
shocking. hat is he, a Billingsgate fish salesman or a (3 ye! 
Garden porter ? 

Little Man. No, he ain't neither ; he’s a stage-manage: at !'« 
pantomime. *,° 


Mr. Grumbleby. 1 wish you wouldn't wear red. You kuow ' 
don't like it. 

Mrs. Grumbleby (smirking at herself in the glass). Yes, »: 
dear, but you are not the only man in the world. 


Lushington, I think 1 shall swear off. 1 wonder if it’s «itfien!t : 
De Boozer. Not in the least when you make up your mini. i 
taken the pledge half-a-dozen times. ~ 


—— ae 


THE NEW MAN. 


It was a wild and tempestuous night. Great, black, : oun: 
clouds hung like palls from the sky, and obscured the sci) i i!litic 
of the stars. Athwart the housetops came the storm, siiirking 
and whistling in its path, and drenching the dark streeis with 
fierce, mighty downpour that was tropical in its inteusi';. As- 
matter of fact, it was raining. 

The pavement stones and the round cobbles of the road receiv. - 
the pelting drops for a second, until they bounced back a1 : 
into the cracks and gutters. There they formed into litt!« ‘vers 
and, eddying and whirling, shot off adown the streets. Ti) «bo! 
r listened with the foustns rain, and the shelving , sthwiv: 
looked like a mill-race. In short, it was wet. 

Along the street, in spite of the rain, sped a hurrying figure. Iv 
—for it was one of the lords of creation—kept as close ax possid! 
to the wall, but even thence stray waterspouts jetted ints: jis 00 
collar and down his manly neck. But what cared he, wih -t) 7 
set me pose in view, for a few paltry drops of water? In «00.4. : 
could do with a bath. 

At the corner of the street he paused. ‘Twas at the denies 
the Magpie and pe He b nepigr in through the half-cjen '- 
Yes, there was his wife, standing at the bar, with a go ©) Sov tc’ 
hot in her hand, asking a fellow carpentress what #)» 9: | 
nominate as her poison ! 

Trembling with rage, the man thrust his head and =!.cu'ies: 
into the bar. “Maggie,” he cried, “are 7 coming burs 
supper? I have put the children to bed, and cooked you « love! 
bit of steak. Come on, dear?” t 

“ Don’t dear me !” exclaimed his irate partner. 
wait till I come!” 

“You wicked woman!" cried the New Man, “to stop 0 >:« 
spend your week's money, let alone the overtime. Why: 
come home to your r husband and children, likear 
varpenteress and es unionist? You women are all al 

“Now, don’t be saucy, Harry. Run along like a good 
will be the worse for you!” F 

“ And I promised to love, honour, and obey you! Well, I won't: 
so there! 1°ll go home to father at once!” j 

“Goto—” | 

There is no knowing the direction to be indicated, for the 
wretched man, with a heart-broken sob, turned away and fied jn: 
the direction of Rumbud's Rents, where he knew the sympathy | 


“Get home an 


Sell, a 


a fond father awaited him. t 


¢ 


aA 


. Faith, my dear sir, is the root } ' 
er 4 ¥ x | 


i\ { 


| 


au 
a vanuary 4, 1866.) ! 
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eems to me I am always at the Empire. 
true that I now and again drop in at the Pav., the Tiv., 
y Morton's, the Oxford, the Alhambra, and the Canterbury 
but it seems to me that I 
must have told you all about 
the two ballets, On Brightun 
Pier, and Faust, ever so many 
times before. On Brighton 
Pier has kept its place in the 
bill for a long while, and | 
should think must have been 
several times re-dressed. 
From time to time we hear 
® good about the real 
a Piers, of which, as 
well as I can remember, when 
I was down there a few weeks 
neo there were two and a 
hi or one and two-thirds, 
I have not been on that funny 
old construction at the east 
end for many a long day, but 
it was on it that Sailor Kin; 
Billy delighted to toddle and 
sniff the ocean, whilst his 
by his side, 


ung lady in 

let wrote to 

ago, “was a 

who sold hin tle Fancy 

oung m in the 

gail er sole, She might 

as well sell her toes and legs, 
have not yet seen Biue- 

beard, which I am told is 


EMPIRE. 


very good, though I must 
Mrs, Sing Reeves, say, as a& Bi gy : object to 
Turkish costumes. There 


eriod, now far away, when Lord Byron and Tom Moore 
Greece and Turkey, and Ma has some old books of er 
ance, in which the guys of heroines have all lofty brows 
n black hair, and trousers as absurdly thick and cumber- 
those worn by the silly American “ Bloomers.” Probably 
imes at the Alhambra are good. I will go and see, 
ile, must state that those in Faust at the Empire are very 
y designed, and become the numerous pretty wearers 


“turns” when I looked in at the 
the other night. Mrs. Sims Reeves, I should fancy, is a 
awhile. She sings “Comin’ thro’ the Rye” and “ in 
as_thcugh she had learnt at a 


ool, 

d ‘Ary is back with us again. 
ust not be confounded with 
1e common or ’Am *Arrics, 
3 a fascinating isienne artiste 
+ recently made a triumphant 


al tour. She gets a very warm 
at the Empire, where she is 
dly a popular favourite. 


\lice Atherton, who has only 
taken to the variety stage, was, 
1 was there, very well received, 
a spirited performance. I am 
‘ularly gone on her first ditty, 
aughing song is one of the best 
be heard on the any- 
d she sings it perfectly. It is 


ic-hall singer i dr oe 
nusic- 8 iD who 
" ‘er he ac does. ¥ 
i, me o comes wi me 
rm of gy ace Garay to 
5 no_one, in cold blood, could 
4 ned that name. It seems like 
Re 
urley an izes ve 
at Mr. Ji jogs along merrily 
aid of his trained geese, goats, 
pone: and seems to do won- 


e all heard, and some of us 
ey ‘ned pig, but a learned goose! 


Miss Alice Atherton. 
ossible to instil wisdom into the head of a goose, 


y. y barn-door fowl may next be experimented on—a 
{ which surely no creature more foolish, except a few 


exist. 
children of the 
” give a good 
well worth a 


Juin Arabs, those “ extraordina 
p ‘heir wild and wonderful evelace 
, ‘ndeed, the entertainment generally 


e rentioned that the Chant division seems to be con- 
b air absence in the passages, for which blessing 1 
j du feel most devoutly thankful. 


See 


3ELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 62.—THE SHIP Girt, 


“GIMME the ship,” says the 
“~S bold Jack Tar, 
aon “That amain on the main 
AMP __ careers, 
==. That takes me away from my 
birth-land far, 
And returns in the course 
dat Sek may vopge 
nd Jack may vo to 
broad 


realms a 
In his ship, “like the engle 
But the Ship nt the top of the 

Borough 


ug 
Is a good enough ship for 
me! 


“ Youare fitted for statesman- 
ship,” said Pa, 


“ For your, eloquence gift 


is prime! 
And, “I think that the 
laureate-ship,” quoth Ma, 


3 “You will get by your 
| craft of rhyme!” 
“4 I steadily answered, “Those ships be blowed ! 
; will keep from ambition 
Li, the Ship at the top of the Borough Road 


a good enough ship for me!" 


y from my wor! tly cares I sail 
that Ship roany thousand miles, 
soothed in thet Ship is affliction’s gale 


ya merry sounog maiden’s smiles, 
e:ow heart, in th shh its load 
anh ippiness dettisuns H 
he Shipatthe ropof * Rerough Road 


a good encagh ship 


4 


ALLY sLopEt g HA.» “HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR es ron 


SLOPER'S Pils 


PRICE 91° PER BOX (so PILLS). 


oer r“4r 4 


Royal West London Theatre of Varictics, § 
; Church Street, Edgware Road, ig 

ober 21st, 1895, i 
4 Mr, A. E. Oliver wishes to bear testimony in facour | 
| 
Fs 


of the efficacy of Bloper' 
IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND @ to. IN STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


8 Pills. With a wide ez. 
CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, £.C. 


perience, Mr, Oliver can assert that no other liver pill 
A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 
TO 


ar Saree Aimee las 
20 ab~apaob. sO-2b.ap-20- ab sb. Sha sb. 22h. ahs sb. cha cb. sbeahs abs shs dhe sb chs ches 


of any kind will bear comparison with them, 

Especially to those who wish to know of a 

safe, certain, and sane remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 

OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
as hep Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn [poten is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s, 6d. (by post, 4s, 9d.) is us- 
ually sufticient for any case. 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of nddeesad envelope. 

Write privately to— 
Mrs, A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, 8.W. 


SadccocecccossGGceGGGG 


aN HONEST MEDICINES. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most effectual on earth. Nothing can resist them. 
99d. 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 809 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


CHARITY “FIN DE SIECLE.” 


OUTSIDE a certain restaurant in the West End stood a respect- 
able man reduced in circumstances. Presently a brougham drew 
up at the kerbstone, and a lady who had arora been shopping 
stepped out. As she was about to pass through the swing doors 
her gaze fell upon the shivering wretch, and she paused. 

“ Are you hungry, r man?” she asked. 

“ Ain't 12” he re » “I ain't had a solid meal since Easter 
Sunday, lady!” 

“ Well, then, step inside here and order something. I am going 


— acup of chocolate and when | come down | will pay 
your bill.” 

Twenty minutes later as she descended the stairs, the poor man 
stood, hat in hand, at the pay-desk. The lady disc his bill 


and, acknowledging his bow, passed out. 

* Do you know who that is /” said the girl in the pay-box. 

“No, Miss.” 

* That's the Baroneas de N——” 

At the words the man’s face became livid with rage. He clenched 
his fists and gnashed his teeth in a manner horrible to behold. 

“Well, l'm——!” he shouted, “why on earth couldn't you tell 
me that afore? And to think—oh, come and kick me somebody ! 
—that I let her off forasimple chop and pertaters! Hang and 
double hang it!" 

And, in his rage, he went outside and half clouted the head off a 
small boy who was hawking chrysanthemums, 


THEORY AND PRACTICE, 


For a thorough- Fleet Streeter he was a bit of an esthete, 
and, as he took his seat at the Press rant by the side of 
several brother scribblers, he waxed eloquent upon the present 
season and its vanities. 

“The festive season!” he ejaculated, disgustedly, “hang it! one 
ean hear of nothing else just now but feeding and feasting ! 
Disgusting! Why cannot we, people modelled in the shape of 
the Olympian gods, live without this vulgar po of gorging? 
Why ia it that we are compelled to haunt a stuffy eating-house two 
or three times a day, and consume dishes—heaven only knows how 
concocted—the vulgar flesh of swine and oxen, in order to keep 
ourselves alive? Why not live in an Utopia where coarse food is 
not ?—cast it all away, annihilate it, and give us ambrosial nectar 
like the bewitching and ever absent sunshine, untrammeled by 
thoughts of heavy oe greasy dinners, unhealthy suppers.” 

ee _ shall I get you, sare?” asked the Italian waiter, bill-of-fare 
in hand. 

“Why not an won of life,” went on the «esthetic one, “in which 
there is no mention of gorging. no suspicion of meals? Oh, the 
glory it would be to be able to banish chefs and cooks for ever, for 
eternity! 1 itively pine for an epoch of existence where there 
shall be no thon ht of the yrosser side of our anatomies—a time 
when one ex mces neituer hunger nor thirst, where the only 
stimulant to life ——” 

“ Vill you gif your order, sare?” the waiter broke in, petulantly. 

“Where the only stimulant to life would be a succession of 
delightful day-dreams,” went on the customer, unheedful of the 
interruption. “Where the twelve o'clock dinner whistle should be 
silenced for ever, and the muffin bell be never heard _ 

“T can’t vait no longer, sare; I must take your order or attend 
to de other customers.” : shee 

“Oh, well then—er—(reading bill ) how's the boiled leg of pork? 

“ Vairy nice, aare.” ; 

“All right ; boiled pork (well done), parsnips, D gegen, 
horseradish sauce, potatoes in their jacketa, a a macaroni 
cheese. And, here—order me some treacle puddin’ to follow! 
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RAVENSRUE.. 


— 


CH ER IL 
Bip — night, arreet 
day long a musty, crushing heat hac pn fe 

pa vas beens? g heat had been fe It. ; As even 
bank of clouds had 
gathered in the 
western sky, behind 
which the setting sun 
gleamed darkly red, 
as if it had been 
dipped in blood, 

hen night had 
fallen the clouds burst 
into a storm of wind 
and rain, and ere long 
the darkened sky was 
lit at fitful intervals 
by the reflected glare 
of distant lightning, 
which madethe terror- 
stricken women ser- 
vants within the rude 
walls of Ravensruc 
Keep shudder and 
Cross themselves, and 
even gave pause to 
the rude bursts of 
jests and laughter of 
the men-at-arins, who 
were quafling beer 


ote - fie 
<= -d , 


from huge black = 
jacks, and between VEE 
whiles polishing the ee 
of armour = 
which it was their "Twas a wiki night. 
~ to wear. 
e war of elements without were in harmony with the storm in 


the thoughts of the Master of Ravensrue, as he sat brooding in 
front of the huge tire of logs in the hall. The fire seemed even 
in harmony with the prevailing gloom, Now it blazed out fitfully, 
lighting us darkness of the lofty chamber, and by the lights 
which it threw with jerks and pauses causing the antlers of the 
deer and other trophies of the chase which adorned the walls 
appear to leap and quiver more fantastically than when the animals 
which originally owned them galloped over the moor and fell. 
Again the blaze would fall till the surrounding glare could hardly 
be pierced, and then the storm would sweep down the yawning 
tireplace, driving out the smoke in swirling volumes and com- 
passing everything within a cloud. 

“"Sdeath !" muttered the Master of Ravensrue, as he passed his 
hand through his flowing hair and shaggy beard; “the night is a 
wild one for me, and 
this chimney smo es 
woundedly, "Tis 
night that matcher 
well with my merry 
thoughts, I wot, 
‘Twere a splendid 
night to have accom- 
plished a vengeance 
on my bitterest 
enemy, but that 
bitterest enemy is the 
father of the woman 
I love, and I care 
not to injure her by 


attacking him. 
Curses on = my 
noverty. But for it 


would have ao 
a weleume suiles for 
the hand of the Lady 
Kdwina, _ But the 
Baron — Longchamp 
knows of my poverty 
and will have none 
of me. By my faith, 
| conld show him 
that Ravensrue is not 
so poor that he could 
hot arouse enough 
of merry men to 
sack his miserable 
tower — but I will 
wait. Gad! what is 
that?” he muttered, 
as the room turned blue with a flash of lightning, followed by 
a tearing l of thunder, amidst which were heard clear the 
notes of the horn which hung at the tower on the further side 
of the moat, and which guarded the porteullis of the castle. 

The elemental strife had reached its height, and tlash after flash 
of lightning lit up theatmosphere. Amid the din Ravensruc heard 
the hoarse challenge of the warder, and at length a retainer hurried 
tothe Master with the information that one who stood without 
demanded admission and shelter, 

“% Admit him at once,” said Ravensrue. ; 

“Buc he looks somewhat odd, and out of fashion in regard to 
clothes, my lord. His beard almost sweeps the ground,” mur 
mured the retainer, humbly. : 

“Forsooth, minion, what boots it how 
no night for anyone to be 
abroad, Let him. enter, and 
do ye see that he has the 
best of food and lodging. 
A lord of Ravensrue never 
yet failed in hospitality 
to the stranger who 
sought shelter at his 
portals.” 

“He offers no name, my 
lord ; nor carries he arms 
about him, though he looks 
strong and lusty enough, 
methinks.” 

“No matter,” said Ravensrue, 
“admit him.” i 

“ He is not over civil in his 
manner of asking shelter from 
the storm, my lord,” ventured 
the retainer. 

“Admit him, thou prating 


Brooding in front of the huge fire. 


“He looks an’ he were a 
sorcerer, my lord ; indeed, the 
warder——" 

“Silence, varlet, chatter- 

Away, admit him, 
an’ he were the devil himself!" 
roared Ravensrue. : 

As he spoke there was 
another blue glare in the 
surroundings, followed by 1 
terrific peal of thunder, which 
almost shook the foundations 


“He offers uo name, my for.” 


of the hoary structure. The retainer turned pale and crossed himeelf 
in horror, and hastened to the gateway. A minute later the chains 
of the portcullis were heard clanking, sad the solitary struger, 
for weal or woe, was an inmate of the tle of Ravensrue, 
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sets ei SLOPER’S P\LLS | cur 
true that | now and ngain drop in at the Pav., the Tiv., ‘Twas a wild night. 
¥ Morton’s, the Oxford, the Alha id the Canterb All long a musty, crushing heat had been felt. As evem 

® the Oxfords we Avat it wecma to me tint i ~=PRICE 93° PER BOX (50 PILLS). — qypresched sack a 


must have told you all about 
the two ballets, On Brighton 
Pier, and Faust, ever so many 
times before. On Brighton 
Pier has kos its place in the 
bill for a long while, and | 
should think must have been 
several times re-dressed. 

From time to time we hear 
a good deal about the real 
_—— Piers, of which, as 
well as I can remember, when 
I was down there a few weeks 
ago, there were two and a 
half, or one and two-thirds, 
I have not been on that funny 
old construction at the east 
end for many a long day, but 
it was on it that Sailor Kin 
Lary f delighted to toddle an 
sniff the ocean, whilst his 
Queen, striding by his side, 
took snuff. 
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{ Vicestonsntsiee oa 
| UNEQUALLED FOR THE LIVER. | 
H | 
| Royal West London Theatre of Varieties \ 
Church Street, Edgware Road, i 
ober 21st, 1895, | 
Mr. A. E. Oliver wishes to bear testimony in farour | 

4\ of the efficacy of Bloper’s Pills. Witha ex. 


of any kind will bear comparison with them. 


| 
| perience, Mr. Oliver can assert that no other liver pill 
| 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND Dio. 1 STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St, London, E.C. 


gathered in the a 
western sky, behind ~n 
which the — sun 7 


gleaned darkly , 
as if it had been 
di in blood, 

hen night had 
fallen the clouds burst 
into a storm of wind 
and rain, and ere long 
the darkened sky was 
lit at fitful intervals 
by ted glare 
of distant lightning, 
which madethe terror- 
stricken women ser- 
vants within the rude 
walls of Ravensruc 
Keep shudder and 
cross themselves, and 
even gave pause to 
the rude bursts of 
jests and laughter of 


“Faust,” a young lady in 
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¢ designed, and 
‘I to my intense joy and surprise.” LADIES 
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were several “turns” when I looked in at the A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- 7 a DIRS pans bg rything within a cloud. 
the other night. . Sims Ree I should fancy, is a monials =o cal ine, which is inexpensiv bs !” muttered the Master of Ravensrue, as he passed his 
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as_thcugh she had learnt at a ually sufticient for any case. this chimney smoee 


LADIES wild one for me, and . 
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al tour. She gets a very warm tg dienes 
on my bitterest 
enemy, but that 
bitterest enemy is the 
father of the woman 
I love, and I care 
not to injure her by 
attacking him. 
Curses on m i 
ges . But for it 

would have beer. 
a welcuine suilvi tor 
the hand of the Lady 
Edwina. But the 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most effectual on carth. Nothing can resist them. 
9§d.. 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 808 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 

Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 

a stamped addressed envelope. 


stage, waa, 
there, very well received, 
a spirited performance. 


‘ 


‘er it as she CHARITY “FIN DE SIECLE.” 
comes upon a Baron Longchamp 
cs “ eee Surely ree OUTSIDE a certain restaurant in the West End stood a t- knows of my poverty 
no one, in cold could able man reduced in circumstances. Presently a brougham drew and will have none 
ned that name. It seems like up at the kerbstone, and a lady who had epreressy been shopping of me. By my faith, 
out of Ch Dickens's stepped out. As she was about to pass through the swing doors I conld ‘show him 
her gaze fell upon the shivering wretch, and she paused. that Ravensrue is not 


t Mr. Ji 
tid of bis 


3 
wad and seems 


to de won. 


“ Are you hungry, r man?” she asked. 
“ Ain't 1?” he rep! “TI ain't had a solid meal since Easter 


Sunday, 
“ Well, then, step inside here and order . Tam going 


so poor that he could 
not arouse enough 
of merry men to 
sack his miserable 


a upstairs for a cup of chocolate and when | come down | wi y ; tower — but I will 
e all ene. and some of us Miss Alice Atherton. — yOur bill.” pa. Brooding in front of the huge fire. ait Gaal whak be 
fea 4 Mi pell ge Sar pall groercl the head of 1 goore Twenty minutes later as she descended the stairs, the poor man that?” he muttered, 

, Stood, hat in hand, at the pay-desk. The lady disc his bill as the room turned blue with a flash of lightning, followed by 


y barn-door fowl may next be experimented on—a 


which surely no creature more 


except a few 


and, acknowledging his bow, passed out. 
* Do you know wis that is?” said the girl in the pay-box. 


a tearing sag: of thunder, amidst which were heard clear the 
notes of the horn which hung at the tower on the further side 


exist. ; 
: : “ extrao “No, Miss.” of the moat, and which guarded the portcullis of the castle. 
= Sis tal canine — oie 2 “ That's the Baroneas de N—— The elemental strife had reached its height, and flash after flash 


‘ndeed, the entertainment generally 


” give a good 
Sal worth a 


rentioned that the Chant division seems to be con- 


air absence in the 


ru feel most 
en 


3ELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 62.—THE SHIP Girt. 


craft of rhyme! when one expe neituer hunger nor thirst, where the only “Silence, varlet, chatter- 
I steadily ans “Those ships be blowed ! stimulant to life ——" . Away, admit him, 
will keep from ambition free, rel yom if oa onde, ss rs peer tga in, petulantly. an’ ne eee the devil himself!’ 
Borough Road ere the only stimulant to life wo as of roa vensrue, ’ 
the Bhip at the __ a delightful day-dreams,” went on the customer, unheedful of the As he spoke there was 


== 
eX 

? __ careers, 

==s’ That takes me away from m 
bi far, 7 


passages, for which blessing I 
! ly thankful. 


“Gimme the ship,” says the 
bold Jack 7 


amain on the main 


“ Youare fitted for statesman- 
ship,” said Pa, 
“ For your, eloquence gift 


is prime! 
And, “I think that the 


laureate-ship,” quoth Ma, 
“You will ht wby your 


a good enough ship for me!” 


At the words the man’s face became livid with rage. He clenched 
his fists and gnashed his teeth in a manner horrible to behold. 

“Well, l'm——!” he shouted, “why on earth couldn't you tell 
me that afore? And to think—oh, come and kick me somebody ! 
—that I let her off forasimple chop and pertaters! Hang and 
double hang it!” 

And, in his rage, he went outside and half clouted the head off a 
small boy who was hawking chrysanthemums, 


THEORY AND PRACTICE, 


For a thorough- Fleet Streeter he was a bit of an esthete, 
and, as he took his seat at the Press Restaurant by the side of 
several brother scribblers, he waxed eloquent upon the present 
season and its vanities. 


I ” “The feative season!” he ejaculated, disgustedly, “hang it! one sought shelter at his 
And returns in the course can hear of nothing else just now but feeding and feasting! portals.” 
years Disgusting! Why cannot we, people modelled in the shape of “He offers no name, my 
And Jack may voyage to the Olympian g live without this vulgar proceas of gorging! lord; nor carries he arms 
ms al J Why ia it that we are compelled to haunt a stuffy eating-housetwo about h though he looks 
In his ship, “like the engle or three times a day, and consume dishes—heaven only knowshow strong and luaty enough, 
concocted—the vulgar flesh of swine and oxen, in order to keep methinks.” 

But the Shipat thetopofthe ourselves alive? Why not live in an Utopia where coarse food is “No matter,” said Ravensrue, 

Borough Road not ?—cast it all away, annihilate it, and give us ambrosial nectar “admit him.” 
Is a good enough ship for ike the bewitching and ever absent sunshine, untrammeled b “ He is not over civil in his 
me! manner of asking shelter from 


thoughts of heavy brea! greasy dinners, unhealthy suppers. 
‘ rs Viat shall I get you, sare?" asked the Tealian waiter. bil -of-fare 
in hand, 


“Why not an son of life,” went on the resthetic one, “in which 
there is no mention of gorging, no suspicion of meals? Oh, the 
glory it would be to be able to banish chefs and cooks for ever, for 
eternity! 1 ome pine for an epoch of existence where there 
shall be no thought of the grosser side of our a time 


of lightning lit up theatmosphere. Amid the din Ravensrue heard 
the challenge of the warder, and at length a retainer hurried 
tothe Master with the information that one who stood without 
demanded admission and shelter. 

“ Admit him at once,” said Ravensrue, 

“But he looks somewhat odd, and out of fashion in regard to 
clothes, my lord. His beard almost sweeps the ground,” mur- 
mured the retainer, humbly. 

* Forsooth, minion, what boots it how he be barbered? 'Tis 
no night for anyone to be 
abrond. him. enter, and 
do ye see that he has the 
best of food and lodging. 
A lord of Ravensrue never 
ed failed in hospitality 

o the stranger who 


the storm, my lord,” ventured 
the retainer. 
* Admit him, thou prating 


“He looks an’ he were a 
sorcerer, my lord ; indeed, the 
warder—— 


—— nes # hadaanpd Mage temve cous dinner whistle should be eer blue pr on ‘ the 
Idly cares I sail silen or ever, and the muffin never —_—" surroundin ollow nV 2 
A ding Ten fboenbiay “T can’t vait no longer, sare ; I must take your order or attend terrific peal of thunder, which “He offers uo name, my lon.” 


that Ship many thousand miles, 
soothed Ms that Ship is affliction’s gale 


ya merry young maid 
scnv heart, in that 5 


‘a smiles, 


to de other customers.” 
“Oh, well then—er—(reading bill ) how's the boiled leg of pork?” 
“ Vairy nice, sare.” 
“ All right ; boiled pork (well done), parsnips, -pudden. 


almost shook the foundations 

of the hoary structure. The retainer turned pale and crossed himeelf 
in horror, and hastened to the gateway. A minute later the chains 
of the portcullis were heard clanking, ad the solitary stranger, 


iy reas inttisons : 
veces eee Re 3 Réwough Road horseradish sauce, potatoes in their pace and a macaroni for weal or woe, was an inmate of the ("-+le of Ravensrue. 
a wend enough x § cheear, And, here—order me some treacle in’ to follow!” (Zo Ws mer ohN 
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Saturday, January 4, 1696.) 
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All the compliments of the season, my friends and patrons, A Happy New Year to you all, to cheer, Poor kiddies at this time of year :—The only time, Thave no daubt, Tha-gaitat@lnd' 
and mauy of ‘em. What say? Same to you. A thousand thanks; and now to business :—J trust fed in rout :—A stupid case, which necer ought—So said the beak—tea hare been brought. —That's 
the new-born r may be, A time of great prosperity :—The Christmas Sales, delightful sight! all, my friends. A fairly good start for the New Year, isn't it? 1 hope | shall keep all my old 
The ladies Ril with keen delight s—Just so, but it's as much ashe Can carry, it is plain to see:— als and make any amount of new ones. ith these big audiences [ shall soon have to enlarge 
The screeching of this blatant bird, fancy that before we've heard:—The kindly Truth contrives the premises a bit. Au reroir—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. 


No. 12.—Her AFTERNOON TEA. 


First Swert- Tempered Little Sout. Avs won't you be tired, 


dear, sitting up to see the New Year in 
Second Amiable Angel. No, love, / haven't seen so many in 


that i¢ becomes tedious, 


“Yon may rest assured that your late husband is per- 
fectly happy.” “Well, I think he will be, he was always 


fund of a big fire, 


CRUMBS OF COM 

Cheaper Sor Him, BE-WHERE. He. Vid you know Mr. Lammer ist 

Tootsie, You never come to the theatre now, Harry ? Minion of the Law, That dog must wear a muzzle, mum ! She, Good heavens! w hatever for’ 
Lord Landless, Well, no; you see, I've bad all your part put into a Kinetoscope in my chambers, so I only Doggie Lady. Where shall he wear it, pray’ 1 bave such @ proper sort of body. 

have to turn the aud there you are! already put one ou him, where shall I place the utber ? He, Ya-us, but she’s taken to eating 


Spd 
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* 
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6 | 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


-_ po \ 


In the columns of a contemporary, “ An old Playgoer” bitterly) 
laments the decadence of the transformation Soci \ 
why the decline of this at one / 
time almost indispensable 
attribute of the old-fashioned 
pantomime should be re-. 
gretted we know not, neither 
does the writer clearly ex- 
pound, but we are that 
these beautiful spectacles 
have no longer any charm 
for the blase theatre-goer of 
to-day. If we were at all 
inclined to be rude, we 
should remark emphatically, 
“ Rot!” 3° 


THE Weather-Beaten 
Structure has this day been 
pleased to confer the * Award 
of Merit” upon Dr. HH. 
Davies, B.A., because he's a 


slap-up Ally-cutionist. 
* Feyther,” Y aeotel the 
Cerulean-Orbed, “you make 
me smile, you does, indeed, 
Cons’ in’ as ‘ow the Doctor 
is habsolutely a-wallowin’ 
in gold and silver meda 
and other University dis- 
L vernonaeal for his ‘works and 

ures, you m' an 
awful mug to fancy he'll 
care a twopenny cuss for 
her wretched old diplomer. Why, I shouldn't wonder——” But, 
ortunately at this stage, the Eminent successfully mastered his 
indignation, and he of the azure-optics got his firat licking for the 
New Year. es 

s 


WHATEVER opinion one may hold on the Venezue:n — 
one cannot help feeling amused at the awful balderdash indulged 
in by the Yankee Journals, We are acc to n brag 
—it is a natural characteristic, but, really, the nonsensical twaddle 
about death-dealing flying machines and aereal torpedoes, capable of 
destroying the whole British fleet in fifteen minutes, is absolutely 
puerile, se 
s 


THE World's Fair is once again in full swing at the Agricultural 


Hall, but assuredly never before was such a monster P= of 
attractions set forth for the edification of the Happy slingtonians, 
¢ noted, that this 


nae only is the price of admission, and be 
includes the performance in the d circus, ® new innovation 
which is one of the most attractive items in a most varied an 


_. wonderful entertainment, *° 


The Brie-a-Brac Will is a striking instance of what can be 
done in the way of turning a theatrical failure into a success, and 
the management 
is to be heartily 
congratulated 
upon the victory 
which has xt- 
tended thei: 
efforts. The 
“book” has been 
nimost entirely 
re-written, new 


com 5 
esh~~ business 
and _  additionai 
songs and 
introd and 
last, but by no 
means least, the 
ever charming 
and sweet-voiced 
Florence St. John 
included in the 
cast. This enter- 
one policy has 
proved the savin 
of the piece, an 
the Lyric show is 
— amon o 
pop 
London, - 

THE mysterious death of a Glasgow Vmcane excited a good 
deal of comment in that city last week. poor fellow was quite 
well, apparently, in the oe but before mid-day dro jown 
and expired in great agony. The inquest had not eld up to 
the hour of going to but it is thought he may, perhaps, have 
sampled a bottle of his Christmas hamper sherry in error. 


SLOPER is neither Whig nor Tory—he looks at the national 
affairs. from an independent and commonsenee standpoint, and 
consequently cannot ofp) reeserhing that, respec the short 
time Lord Salisbury has in power, he has to get our 
foreign affairs in the very devil of a muddle, 

es 
s 

LIKE most other places of entertainment in the metropolis, the 

Royal Aquarium has its Christmas Programme, and it almost 

: without aa: ing, thatit isastupend- 
ous one, innumerable are the 
items of attraction that we make 
no effort to set forth even asmall 
number of them here, but refer 
intending visitors to the adver- 
tisements in the newspapers. We 
may be permitted to remark, 
however, that the young fellow 
who wants to put himself on good 
terms with his pretty country 
cousin, would hardly do better 
than take her to this very enjoy- 
able show. *° 


THE Christmas Double Number 
of that capital canine weekly, Our 
Dogs, is a very capital production, 
and is, moreover, the first 
Christmas number ever published 
by a purely doggy, publication. 


s 

Tue brother of Mr. Rider 
Haggard is reported to have 
captured a trout weighing thirty 
»ounds from one of the Canadian 
akes. It sounds a tritle tall, but 
then Canada is really part of 
America, and American trout, 
like American stories, are no 
doubt thundering whoppers. 


s 
i itted from the list of New Year's Honours, 
FoM: ‘OB. ; T.O.E. ; etc., etc., to be Gin Taster 
‘ High Steward of the Booze Cellar. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A Happr New Year! Hackneyed, time-honoured phrase, uttered 
by all sorts and conditions of people with more palo sincerity, 
Right heartily and ' ° 
cordially, Senge, 
does the Old Man ‘ 


wish his myriad 
readers all the good 
things of the season. ° 
May the ensuing, 
twelvemonth bea. 
happy one . 
for them; Gay it \ 
know no sorrow, but, 
bring only health," 
happiness an 
prosperity ; the fulfil- 


Hoop la! Herr .« 
Wulff and his cirens 


equestrian 
established at 
Hengler’s, which is 
now, however, on the 
eve of o ning ss Cie ° 
real-ice rink. err 
Wulff has therefore fallen back wu the pat eee: Palace as the 
most convenient place available, his magnificent show will for 
a ht youngsters and oldsters who hie them to the 
heights of Syéonkems. 

eae 


TRIVIAL TOUCHES. 
No. 6.—TovcHIne THE Lips. 
“ And our spirits rushed together at the touching of the lips.” —LOcESLEY HALL, 


Very soothing, hearty, 
At an English Christmas 


y 
Is the ‘3 music, as around rep A it floats ; 
ag poe a treat be wanting, 

There's a cheeriness enchanting 

In the ‘tina's shriller cadence, or the fiddler's dulcet notes. 
There's a joy enthusiastic 
In the nimble “light fantastic,” 

As through crazy, mazy labyrinths each lad and lassie skips ; 
But the mistletoe we treasure 
As our finest Christmas pleasure, 

For its kingly Christmas edict is “the touching of the lips!” 


Very good it is to listen 
Till our eyes all glint and glisten, 


To the story-spinner's marvels of the goblin and the ghost ; 
And love each evinces 
For the wassail and the minces, 

Is a source of huge enjoyment to the hostess and the host. 
Then our hearts get so ——— 
With the jour games old-fashioned 

That excitement bubbles through us, to our very finger-tips ; 
But these boons, though famous reckoned, 
To the mistletoe are second, 

For the mistletoe’s high guerdon is the touching of the lips ! 
Very dear to every Briton, 
With a dearness yet unwritten, 

Is oa evant old time of Christmas, with its choice and cheery 


But our hearts have ample reason 
To believe the Ch season 

Would be reft of half its virtue if no mistletoe were there! 
80, id lasses, 


mn js an: 
Let ue fill our Christmas glasses, 
friend, the mistletoe, ere Christmas from 


‘es, we'll raise a rattling chorus 
To the bush that's ing o'er us 
With its merry, mute inviting to the touching of the lips! 


—~——— 


CUPID EVERYWHERE. 


| were 

As the train dashed into the first res ble tunnel—that nt 
Chelsfield—there was as much siggling laughing and chuckling 
as there'd be on a first-night at pantomime. 

As the train emerged from the tunnel at the Halstead end, a 
respectable old lady had a good-looking young fellow of some 
twenty-two Michaelmases by the gullet. 

“ You green-eyed bounder!" she gas! “coming through that 
tunnel you stole a kiss off my daughter. Now, own up?” 

“8o-help-my-good- -stuff, I didn’t!” spluttered the young 
man, “in some! gat one off me!” 

Then the whistle peel ed n, and as they rushed intoanother 
tunnel the old lady was seen by the declining light covering her 
daughter's pretty head with the Christmas number of the 
Temperance Trumpet. 


——— 
HE BARRED SPIRITS. 


Hairdresser, This is a beautiful soap, sir, one of the principal hingredeunts 
is pure halco‘ol. 
Pingel Gent. Taen easy on jobbing that brush in me mouth, ‘cause I'm a blue 


Saturday, January 4, 1896. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JaxUARY 11TH, 1896. 
—>— 

anuary, 1800.—Samuel James Wood, the veteran 

London fireman, died this day. His record of lives saved was 183. 

One of his deeds was perpetuated in a picture by a Royal Academi- 


the “ Fire Brigade ,” but he was Wood's own animal. Bill was 
a very cel character ; his fame Lek pn the — of 
jealousy upon him, and one day he was found ead—poisoned, it 


6th January, 1'734.—Dennis, the critic and dramatic writer, 
who died this day, had the most extraordinary notions of his own 
im; His tragedy, entitled, * Liberty Asserted,” which 
pular on account of the virulent abuse of the French 


nation with which it a was of such ere consequence 
in his own that he i ined Louis XIV., (who had never 
even heard of the play) would make a point at the peace ot having 


the author delivered up to his resentment. 
Senuary, 1609.—The Fortune Theatre in Golden Lane 


7th 
was this day burned down, 

Sth Janvary, 1890.—This day's te says :—“The lion- 
tamer named enbach met with a terrible adventure last night 
at Beziers, where he is performing with an Englishwoman named 
Sterling, whom he hypnotises in the lion’s den. A large lion 


dro the girl and sprung on him. A 
ager managed to escape with Miles 


Oth Jan’ , 1800.—A Plattsburg (New York) te to 
the New York Herald says :—“ The apparatus for elect: execu- 
tion at Clinton Prison was tested on this day. A steer, weighi 

Ib., was first experimented on. There was no appreciable interv: 
between the turning on of the current and the animal's evident! 
[syncs death. This is the way the preparations for execution will 

made. An electro covered with a wet sponge will be placed on 
top of the condemned man’s head and another in a large shoe on 
one of his feet. His arms will then be strap across his breast, 
and a similar strap around his ankles. He will then be 
ge on the chair, the straps will be attached to hooks provided 
or the purpose, a button will be touched, and then all will be over.” 


10th January, 1645.—Laud, Archbishop of Canterbury, 
was this day beheaded on Tower-Hill, in the 71st of his age, 
for high treason, not very clearly proved against him. 


llth January, 1760.—John Andrew Martin, a native of 
Norway, was executed at Tyburn on this day for burglary. Hang- 
ing was a very ordinary occurrence in those days. 


ee 
NOTHING SUCCEEDS LIKE SUCCESS. 
- = / == 


4 man who turns everything into £ 3. d. 


——$» 


CAUSE AND EFFECT. 


“Kempton Park Steeplechases will be about our ticket for 
Boxing Day, I think, dearest,” young Mr. Eustace de-Liverus 
Todhunter said to her a week ago; and the truly delightful Rove 
Marjorie Duffy assented. For Boxing Day at home with ore’s 

1 brothers, the crumbs of the pudding, and the framework of 
the cold turkey is a thing to fly from. 

And_what a spanking turn-out he brought round to her door, 
etn toe ae 7 — rr ie ge mare had their shoes 
carefully |, & bow on the whip, and an imitation i 
skin hanging over the back of the hood. inet 

rodap | a game of hopscotch on the street pavement when 
Eustace drove up, were Rose Marjorie’s smallest brother, aged eight, 
and little Billie Smiffitmytton, born about the same year. But 
Eustace didn’t know ‘em: Marjorie had ever kept her unkempt 
young relatives in the bent gresed. 

Unsuspiciously, Eustace let them hold the fiery steeds while he 
went indoors to salute his inamorata. As soon as he had gonc, 
little Billie Smiffitmytton tore off somewhere like mad. 

When the e young pair emer; from the palatial 
residence, the young brother, evading his r’s gaze, copped the 
os - was his reward for ‘playing groom and disappeared 
mysteriously, 

With a “ tchk-tchk,” and a cut with the whip at his horse's ears, 
Eustace drove off. But, strange to relate, the glances of envy and 
admiration which the young pair furtively sought in the faces of 
the passers-by were not forthcoming. In many regarded 
them and their turn-out with a broad smile, while, crossing the 
bridge ut cc maa some low cads actually roared with 


us laughter. 

E. de-L. Todhunter grew extremely hot under the collar and 
hepa He scanned arjorie, and Rose Marjorie scanned 
back coldly for the tell-tale smut, the horrid smudge, or the gone- 
wrong something which might explain the situation. But both 
were immaculate in personal appearance. And so they might have 
gone on in blissful ignorance but for the quietude that characterises 
the long road running into Barnes, It was half way along here 
when not a soul was in sight, that the merry tones of laughter and 
@ boy's voice was heard. 

“ S'yer, Billie, sledgin’ takes a bit 0’ beatin’, don't it?” 

Rose Marjorie glared at Eustace, and Eustace glared at Rose 
Marjorie. But only for one instant. The say rd had grabbed 
the reins, and the horses had come to an abrupt halt. 

Then, and only then, did two abandoned young buccaneers rush 
forward and unhook a little waggon, constructed out of a“ Glenfield 
Starch ” box and two chunks of hoop-iron, from the hind axle of 
the waggonette, and, covered with mud and happiness, beat a hasty 
retreat back in the direcsion of Hammersmith. 

Eustace now refers to snll boys as “irritating and unnecessary 
warts on the face of nature 


e 


= 


' used to this sort of thing, but the fact i 


» threw him a va 
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RED-NOSOLOGY. 
(The Red-Nose Cure is the latest thing in Medical Science.) 
Air—(as obvious as the nose), 
If Phe should have a Red, 
N 


ose, 
(As Red as Rose of June) 
Lo, certain doctors now pro- 


pose 
A grand nose - blanching 
boon. 

O, haste ther, with your 


roan? peaks. 
(And take with you the fee) 
And you will bless, ere many 
wee! 
The |-Nose-Cure M.D, ! 
Whate'’er the cnuse of thy 
Red Nose, 
(Be’t too rich food —or 
, “Scotch”)— 
Ye now may cast aside your 
woes, 
With every nasal blotch ! 
Then haste ye with proboscis 


coloured high, 
Well blanched it now may 


You'll rejoice if you'll b 
The Red-Nose-Cure MD. ! naa! 


—_—_—__—_——_—_—— 
ALAS, POOR MILDRED! 


In these degenerate ti when the scarcity of marrying men 
fs daily becoming aaore warieen that girl esd consider herself 


acaerty —— igi! can Boast of one = y gilt oe 
u ris are not as dred Snagg 
beauteous, thetbelte of West Kensington, West. " ae 


Mildred was happy, or shall we say secure, in the possession of 
two claimants for her hand. Not that either of them had actuall 
avowed themselves, don't you know, but to a girl who understands 
anything about such matters, this is but a minor detail. 
Mildred was in a bit of a dilemma. It wasn't that she was 
me or calculating, oh dear no, but she considered it a duty 
she owed to her widowed mother to select the wealthier of the 
two, Young Frank Tapeleigh, the rich stockbroker’s only son, 
was undoubtedly this, but then, on the other hand, he was not 

uite so pronounced in his atten- 
Coes as the good-looking and 
well-connected Cecil Somerset, 
who was something or other in 
the Civil Service. Chance, how- 
ever, she had decided, must settle 
it, and chance, as we shall see, 
rose to the occasion in a manner 
that—but we anticipate. 

It was the night of the 
Courtney-Bi nsons’ New 
Toy ck tee atsiy tk coneor reacts 
part of the dimly-lit conser 
sat the lovely Mildred and the 
Fag young stockbroker. 

or a time silence had reigned 
between them, but at last he 


spoke, 

“Miss Snagglegilt,” he said, “I 
have something to ask you—er— 
eomething that affects my whole 
life, and — er —and— er — future 
happiness, I——" 

ovked, thought Mildred, ex- ; 
ultantly. “Go on, Mr. Tapeleigh,” she whispered, softly, “go on.” 

“{—I hardly know how to put it,” he faltered. “I—I'm not 
8, Miss Snagglegilt, 1 lov-—— 
confound it! what’sthat? It’s somebody coming up here!” 

It was. Mr. Somerset and a lady made their and the 
dameel espying Tapeleigh, reminded him “that the next dance 


was theirs. 
r,” he whispered to Mildred as he arose, and she 
full of tender meaning, and whispered “ Yes.” 
Cecil Somerset came and sat down beside her, and without 
preface, without hesitation, launched into a proposal—asked her 
to be his wife. 
He was much nicer than Tapeleigh, thought Mildred, but her 


duty was plain. “No, Mr. Somerset,” she said ; “I deeply renee 
er 


“ After sup 


} if I have ever given pe cause to think that I cared for you ot 


than as a sister, but I can never marry you, and—er—I am engaged 


- to Mr. Tapeleigh.” 


® ° e e ° e 
Once again the young stockbroker led Mildred to the seclusion 
of the conservatory. “To resume our interrupted conversation, 
Miss Snagglegilt,” he raid. “I—I dearly love aged cousin, Rose, 
and as I'ma id sort of a fellow, and don’t like being snubbed 
I thought you iets be bien enough to intercede for me a bit, and 


find out how the 
[Now then there, please.— Curtain, 


ane 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued.) 


No. 5.—=OoCKED HAT AND SPURS WORN AT THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO 
BY THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON, ALSO HIS TOOTHBRUSH, 


This is the identical cocked hat that the hero of Waterloo waved aloft when 
he delivered those memorable “Up, Guards, and Hat'em!” It was given 
to A. SLOPER by the Duke himself; inside, on the lining, is written, in 
Wellington's own hand, “ To Alexander from Arthur, as a token of esteem.” In 
Wollagton Tepeasediy rode into the mbdes ot the spiresting foo ening his ops 

ly nto the midst retreating foe, using spurs 
in the same way that the warriors of old did their bladed chariot wheels,” 
These Relics bear unmistakable marks of rough usage, which can be accounted 
for when we remember that, beneath their uniforms, many of Napoleon's 
generals were encased in steel from top to toe. Slander’s venomed tongue hath 
whispered that the toothbrush has never been elsewhere than in the Sloper 
family since Miss Tootsie Sloper purchased it at the chemist's. To this, the 
Eminent triumphantly points to its well-worn appearance conclusively proving 
— less than the teeth of an Iron Duke could have reduced it to that 

ite, 


(To be continued.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOx. 


Durban, November 20th, 1895. 
My Dzar ALLY,—I am writing these few lines at the ska et a 
few pals here who are all mirers of the Only Eminent, and 
whose eon of the “H.H.” is only exceeded by their 
esteem of its illustrious chief. As this will reach you a little 
before Christmas, permit me, dear ALLY, to wish you, on behalf of 

spa! and aes, as bend geet things —- season, and to ho 

you may long 8 use joy through ¢ 
medium of your ever wonderful paper Always ‘your devoted 

, 


HE Mason, 
THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued), 
MY AUNT SPEAKS OUT. 


For fully 2 week after the events I last pages, 
dear ba Blanche maintained 0 demenn heap adeeeel aor 


q ion I was 


any remark 
attempt to disguise, dear Diary, that Rar somite ined me ; after 
all I had suffered for her sake, I thought it the ei ht of ingrati- 
tude, and I think I let her know in che quist sareast way I have 
about me, that I considered she ought to be thoroughly well 
ashamed of ; She pretended to be perfect! indifferent to 
my sentiments, but I could see that she winced under my reproof. 
Another thing that disquieted me a little, was her frequent 
a from home. She excused herself to my aunt on the score 
of shopping, ~ visits to — — be ~~ 7 patra and though 
aunt acce; er statemen uestionin; my prev 
experience of her duplicity, had my doubts ie of sie 
t length, one afternoon, when Blanche had out on one of 
her daily excursions, my aunt called me into her private sitting- 
— ant — the door caretaliy, as was her a when she 
anything importance to communicate, motio: me to 
chair and sat down herself o ite me. “ bates 
“Now, Septimus,” she said, briskly, “how much longer are you 
going to put it off?” 
* Put what off, aunt?" I asked, though I had an uncomfortable 
suatehtul boy ” so cbaded: playfull “You know very 
‘ul boy!” si b ‘ou know 
well what I oe to put it plainly, ps are you going to 


toB e 

I blushed : it’s a habit I've not yet been able to conquer. 

“Don't you think,” went on my aunt, banteringly, “that I 
haven't seen what's been going on between you two 
You are both young and unversed in the ways of the world, a 
no doubt you both of you feel a little becoming modesty over your 
love affairs, but I'm an old woman and of course I've seen through 
it all long ago, and I'm delighted at the course events have taken, 
Blanche is a very charming girl, Septimus, and will make you an 
excellent wife. 1 could have wished her a little less frivolous, per- 
hese, but she will lose that with—er—with domestic cares. She 
will come into a very ample fortune, you know, which, with your 
income, will place 
you must lose no more time 


oung ple, 


you in a position of affluence. Now, Septimus, 
; Blanche is supposed to bring her visit 
to a close in another week, and, althongh I bea 23g you fully under. 
stand each other, you must formally propose for her hand.” 

“ But, aunt,” I said, “ I—1 don't think Blanche likes me—er— 
in fact, we're not on very good terms just now and ——” 

“ Nonsense !" interrupted my aunt, “a lover's quarrel of course ; I 


know all about it ; you were always togethera wee ago and I'm sure 

from what Blanche has said she re; is you with the highest esteem. 

There, that will do, Septimus!”—as I attempted to speak — 
* Ba 


no more now, but take the earliest Opportunity of speaking 
to Blanche, and come to ine for my blessing.” 
But, somehow, dear Diary, I didn't feel anything likeas confident 


as Aunt Keziah. 
(To be continued next week.) 
—_—_—_— 


TO THE NEW YEAR. 


8o Ninety-six, you have left your tomb, 
And have come on the winter's wing to us ; 
And we cannot see, through the future's gloom, 
What sorrow or jey you bring to us. 
But if, all the time of your flight through earth, 
We retain the breath of life in us, ; 
Woy that no passions ey come to birth 
hatred, malice, or strife in us ! 
Oh, Ninety-six, we have far to go, 
Ere you pass, as a shooting star, from us, 
Her mantle round us may Virtue throw, 
mee, bps own of Mo far from us! 
rough all your months may we £0 progress 
(Whatever fate be in store lor us), 
That our enemies daily may hate us |} 
And our friends care more and more for us! 


So, Ninety-six, we have seen your birth ; 
Let it-call the truth profound to us 

That our feeble earth may be blent with earth 
Ere Ninety-seven comes round to us, 

But, if yours than ours be an earlier doom, 
Heaven grant, when away you fly from us, 
That Ninety-seven, o'er your new-made tomb, 

May hear no remorseful sigh from us! 


——— 


CLEAN OUT OF IT! 

It was a dramatic situation. Anger, scorn, and indignation 
flashed from the eyes of the justly incensed young matron as she 
stood there upon the hearthrug of her own pretty drawing-room, 
pouring out the vials of her wrath upon the pretty housemaid, and 
the faithless villain who had sworn fealty to her at the altar but 
six short months ago. “Do not attempt to deny it, sir,” she 
thundered, “do not attempt to contradict me. Surely I can believe 
the evidence of my own eyes, and as | passed the window but two 
minutes ago, I distinctly saw you, by the shadow on the blind, 
bend over and give this—this hussy here, a kiss.” 

It was an awkward fix, a fix from which not one man out of a 
thousand could have emerged with credit ; but George Henry was 
fully equal to the occasion. “My dear Evelyn,” he said, gravely, 

m yourself, I beg. No one, I feel assured, will repent this 
regvecabie outburst of temper more than yourself, when you hear 
my simple explanation of the circumstances which hasaroused your 
undeserved, and I must add, most disgracefully hasty wre ns, 
The fact is,” and here he looked across severely at the half-tearful 
handmaiden, “the fact is, { had occasion to suspect Sarah, ota hel 
having made free with the contents of the spirit case. She de 
it strongly, and when I persisted, offered in proof to allow me to 
=a) her hot gd and it was this action that you so grossly 
misinterpreted.” 

And the shade of Ananias, who had been hanging around on the 
off-chance of picking up a wrinkle or two, came to the conclusion, 
Ses with the modern married liar, he didn’t stand a fifty to one 
chance, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 
SUITABLE abode for London servants: Vassalil) Road. 
Foot-NoTEs: Eulogistic paragraphs about bbase! 
UNQUESTIONABLY, on board Her mp be good ship Pinafore, 

the “cup that cheers” was Dear Little Butter-cup ! 
AT ‘al fended Court, the mother of the family is also the fat-her of 
the family. 


7 
NOOKS IN THE HOUSES OF FAMOUS MEN. 


(To be continued.) 

No. 5.—95, PIGEow WALK. Hovunpspitc 
Iky Moszs, Esq. 

Even before you put your foot on the threshold of 9, Pigeon 


M, THE RESIDENCE oF 


Walk, you are confronted with evidence of the pi i 
which Mr. Iky Moses is bh pig |" 
his neighbours. ses ed wy 


stars of mud by the children of ~ 
the vicinity—sallow little Jew- 
boys a gon whose 
parents have probably had a 
transaction” with the philan- 
thropic Mr. Moses, and Es A 
from it poorer than when they 
went in. Hence, no doubt, the 


loving little in chalk / 
on the door, advising Mr. — 
Moses, with sweet and com. 


mendable disinterestedness, to 
“look out for the police,” to 
pay up his debts, an hed. ht up 
the prof of 
pacha _ - soon as na 
venient ; such messages bein 
pscrnan as it were, by a oketoh 
port alee eee, of the , Street door. 
iving r je name on the door-plate—a portrait wherco: 
nose is specially insisted bs ie by a flourish Toneaseeting salle 
three-parts of a circle, terminating in an artful eye at the top end, 
& prominent pair of lips at the bottom. ‘ 
Passing by this gratifying tribute of his popularity, we now 


make an ascent of the staircase 
beyond (which, to borrow an idea 
from another writer, more people 
come down than up!), and find our 
way to the room rented by Mr. 
Mores at three-and-sixpence a week 
in winter time, and five-and-sixpence 
a week during the racing season and 
Cattle Show week, when, there being 
more mugs about than usual, the 
landlord of 95, Pigeon Walk raises 
the rent to scale. 

Everything that meets the eye in 
this room bears with it an aspect 
which suggests the feasion, or 
; wt. to wach its oes i 

ongs. In a nook immediately 
Three-logged Table. oppos te the door stands a small 
three-legged table covered with velvet, which once was black 
and now is rust colour, and surrounded by fringe of no very 
luxuriant growth. Perhaps it had more teeth in it, so to speak, 
“a tee dare rlbap dhe near bey hoot _-theee happy 7 ee to 

wi r, which was more than ows 

the — in but ? aa 
momen: ness upon 
this historic piece of furni- 


tounding resources) a 
thimble, anda pea. Leaning 
from the table against the 


wall behind is a portrait in 
oils — very greasy - looking 
oils where the hair and the 
nose are concerned—of Iky's 
honourable father, who, 
some time before Iky was 
born, died of losing at cards / 
on his way to Australia, to 
which country he intended 
taking a “blow over” until 
certain events (not uncon- 
nected with himself) should 
blow over also, and got 
buried at sea to save his family the expenses of a funeral. 
Not many feet away from this interesting shrine stands the bed ; 
an unpretentious-looking article, this, but probably rasing 
more secret cubby-holes in the neigh hi of its palliasse than 
are contained in the escritoire of the Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
An old and hingeless desk, revealing through its several accidental 
apertures a vast amount of correspondence in connection with 1, 
Moses and Co.'s 
Betting Agency, 
rests on the foot 


pillow at a mo- 
ment’s notice 
(from the police); 
and there is also 
near at hand, 
ready to dispose 
of in the same 
way, and for the 
same reason, a 
‘bulky _ betting. 
book, containing 
records of most 
wonderful races 
never run, of most prodigious odds on horses never born, and of 
most extraordinary private marks never heard of. The quilt of the 
bed is composed Ai various articles of left-off clothing, sewn 
rs ar la prevent their copying the example of their owner, and 

slip) 

A 


Mantlepicce, 


ping off in the night.” 

—— in the direction of the mantle-piece is sufficient to 
convince you of the originality of Iky Mo's ideas on the subject of 
what is known as “ interior deco- 
ration’; for instead of the inner 
part of the frame of the mirror 
—a beautifully cracked specimen 
—bein as a “clip” for 
invitation-cards and tax-papers, 
as is the custom in most homes 
of upper middle-claes respectability, it 
has been put totheemplovment of hold- 7 
nf in a kind of “beading” of pawn- © 77, 
tickets—pink, white, yellow, and green. 

On the mantlepiece, propped up against 
the wall, are some curious examples of 
coins not manufactured at the Mint 
(that is their freshness and charm!) ; 
and in company with these, at artisti- 
cally-divided intervals, have been dix- 
tributed those interesting implements 
80 meeeeery for the production of Ben oo 
sovercigns that cannot bounce. he 

We are indebted to a small wooden peg on the inside of 
the door for the display of Iky's race-meeting costume, a startlingly- 
cut overcoat, bearing many cuts and dirty patches on it of a natur 
which goes to show that the wearer has more than once b 
responsible for the performance of an engaging farce, ent 
“Welshing,” and good-naturedly undertaken the _ pri 

ter lf, Tit Broker's ’ 


atten 


OLE SIT al ONE OPO ML 
_ Cie ~ kee 


a ‘ ~A TEASER eI | PREZ Hs TEs 
ae : ‘ ee 
Soo 2 ; , “ , 
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8 ALLY SLOPER’S MALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday sanuary 4, 1608. 


THE “¥.08." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 
No. 6.—Master JUBILEE SLOPER. 


Acr® 2.— he received no injury, 
Providence awl A. SLOPER'S jovbing 
having gan a heap of manure which 
broke fall. Wken two years old had 
another ¢s- 
cape, this 
time from 
being smoth- 
ered in the 


coal - scuttle, 
while o 


This is the boy who was too late for 
“SLOPER's CHRINTMAS HOLIDAYs.” 


/ 
Ii 


| 
7 
| 


and princes bow down before the shrine of Mammon 
for the privilege of his acquaintance, Aster, Ventana, 


i 


Know your lines for to-night, Tommy?” | * Yes, 
Lact night 1 was imperfest, but Tm 


AGED 5.—Dropped with a sudden- AGED 6.— When the Row Street was PRESENT Day.—The versatile child 
nese peculiar to the nobility, be retired converted into a four-half rater, his | may now beseen every day and ovening 
where was a well-known figure at Cowes, fr giedrscnra pry! odin or 

he consoled himself by making mud = where, it is said, Her Majesty one day pantomime at the Koyal Priv- 
inspector of noticing him, called him to side of § vertisement.) 


GIRLS SNOOK’S HAD ROWS WITH. 
This girl was a rare high-flyer. She wanted the Dook to take 
j a theatre for her, and Snooky vowed he would. But when it 
} came to the esos = 


aay 2” “Wor dy : A striking likeness of Brother Jonathan, : ' a i 
et et ie fh ag Marg I thort we cat ein all a8 after sending rude messages to the British The men who deliver firewood at the oil-shop, and succeed in collapsing your new tall hat, which 
JO aod Lion. you've just paid twenty-five bob for. 
London: Printed by DALZIBL & Co., at the Camden Press, 110 High Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Slopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street. E.C.—Saturday, January 4, 1896. 
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